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Euphoria- One Shot 


He was on stage, lights from the ceiling shone over his body, as little beams of sweat shimmered off his 
chest. He held tightly onto his guitar, which he played so clearly and sweet. As his fingers worked their magic, 
he swung his head around; back and forth, up and down, even straight up to the ceiling. His long hair was going 
in all different directions, but still seemed to fall into a perfect place. 


Layne stood in the crowd, watching the guitarist in pure amazement. He couldn't seem to take his eyes off him. 
He was gorgeous, and Layne even found himself wondering if that man was even real. His looks were pure 
perfection, a beautiful set of blue eyes, strong features, long hair that perfectly framed his face, and a 


perfectly small, sexy body. 


As the show had come to an end, the band began to thank everyone who had made their decision to come out 
to the show. Layne looked around at the crowd, who was in a fit of cheers and clapping, before making his way 


to the nearest exit. 


Jerry, who was the guitarist Layne kept his eyes on, made his way backstage, finally sitting his guitar down 
and getting a long drink of water. His other band mates walked past him, patting him on the back as they 
passed by, praising that they had such a good show, and that the crowd loved them. 


"Here's your pay." A man said to Jerry, handing him an envelope. Jerry recognized the man as one of the 
bartenders, and he had really helped to get so many people out to the show. 


"Five hundred bucks?" Jerry asked. He was kind of surprised, considering he hadn't never got paid that much 


before. He looked up, seeing that the man was now gone. 

Jerry stuck the money into his pocket before he put his guitar back into its case. Even though he was still a 
little hyped over the show, his body was begging for rest, and all he could think about now was catching a cab 
back to his hotel and calling it a night. 

It didn't take very long for the crowd to clear out. Once Jerry seen the last few people leaving from behind 
the curtains, he headed to the dressing room and grabbed his jacket. He slipped it on, not bothering to grab his 
shirt, since it was old and covered in sweat anyway. 


lm gonna head out. See you guys later!" Jerry called to his band mates. 


Jerry took the closet exit, which led to the outside behind the building. He stopped in his tracks to grab a 
cigarette out of his jacket pocket. He kept reaching around in his pockets, but couldn't find his lighter anywhere. 


"Need a light?" A voice asked. Jerry jumped and quickly turned around. 

There stood a man, looking no older than his early 20's. He was leaning up against the building, holding a 
cigarette between his fingers. One of the pole lights shone down on him perfectly, making his blue eyes really 
shine out. He looked like an angel standing there. 

"Yeah, sure." Jerry said, stepping up to the stranger. He flicked his lighter, lighting up Jerry's cigarette for him. 
"You were really great out there." He said. 

"Thanks. You work here?" Jerry asked. 

"Nah, | don't work here. | just came for the show is all." 

Jerry took a drag from his cigarette. "Well, I'm glad you got to come. What's your name?" 


The stranger grinned. "You'd like to know, wouldn't you?" 


Jerry was a little stunned by the stranger's reply. He raised an eyebrow at him. He wasn't really sure how to 
approach a response, but the stranger chuckled a bit and spoke again. 


"You tell me your name, I'll tell you mine.” He said as if it were some sort of deal. 


"lm Jerry." 


"Well, it's nice to meet you, Jerry. lim Layne. | must admit, you looked pretty good on stage, but even better 


when I'm standing next to you." 

Jerry chuckled, secretly liking the compliments Layne was giving him. "You're pretty confident, aren't you?" 
Layne grinned. "Having no confidence will get you nowhere. You like it though, don't you?" 

Jerry shrugged. "Can't say | don’t.” 


"So? What happens now?" Layne asked. He took the last drag of his cigarette before throwing it on the 


concrete ground. 


"Well, | was going to go to my hotel room and get some rest. That was, until a cute stranger stopped me." 


Jerry said, throwing a little flirt back to Layne, whose cheeks suddenly turned a light shade of red. 


"Could you use some company?" Layne asked. Jerry sank his teeth into his bottom lip. It was awfully hard to 
pass up such an opportunity with such a good looking man. 


"Well, if you really want to tag along with me, | don't mind" Jerry said. Layne grinned. 

"Sounds great to me." 

The two drove a cab to Jerry's hotel. Even though Jerry tried to hold Layne back from doing it, Layne paid 
the driver for the two of them. After traveling the elevator, Jerry led Layne to his room. With his key, Jerry 
unlocked the door and the two stepped inside. 


"Nice room." Layne said once he had flicked the light on 


The room was quite nice, with a couple couches, a television, a bed, and a small fridge. There was another door 


that led to a room, but Layne guessed it was the bathroom. 

"How many crazy fans like me have you had on this bed?" Layne asked. Jerry chuckled. 

"Believe it or not, you'll be the first" Jerry said. 

He wasn't really much of hooking up with fans, but something about Layne made him enticing. Maybe it was 
because he was so captivating, maybe it was his personality and confidence, Jerry wasn't really sure. Layne 


seemed to be very desirable. 


"Well, we still have a few hours before day breaks." Layne said, trailing off. He wrapped his arms around 


Jerry's neck. 


The two made eye contact for a moment, almost seeming that they were making sure with each other that it 


was okay to continue on. Layne connected their lips in a deep, blissful kiss. 


Jerry wrapped his arms around Layne's waist, pulling him closer to him. Layne's lips felt so sleek and velvety, 
laced with a taste of a cigarette. Layne pulled away from the kiss, but only to slip his jacket and shirt off, 
letting it hit with a soft thud. 


Their lips found their way back to one another's, sharing a more deep, hungry kiss than the first time. 


Jerry soon found himself gently tossing Layne on the bed. Jerry hovered over him, both men a little out of 
breath from the kiss. Jerry allowed his lips to travel to Layne's cheek, tracing over Layne's cheekbone before 


making his way down to Layne's neck. 


His skin was so lovely and soft. Sweet, porcelain skin was immersed with gentle kisses. Jerry felt as if he didn't 


want to miss a spot, making sure to cover Layne's neck, shoulders, chest, and stomach in kisses. 


Jerry uplifted himself, now looking at Layne's face. His eyes were half shut, as his teeth were sank into his 
bottom lip. His hands were on Jerry's arms, rubbing over them. Layne looked so heavenly and engaging. 


Jerry leaned down, placing another kiss on Layne's lips. It was a fragile kiss, until Layne deepened it, and moved 
his lips in perfect rhythm with Jerry's. As the two shared this kiss, Jerry's hands worked to unloosen Layne's 
belt and unzip his jeans. 


Layne gasped at the sudden touch of Jerry's hand sneaking underneath his boxers. Jerry took the advantage of 
the sudden gasp, and snuck his tongue into Layne's mouth. It only lasted a moment, until the two broke apart, 
but the two danced with each other's tongues in a slow rhythm. 


Layne watched as Jerry undone his own jeans, pulling them off to only reveal his black boxers, and a big bulge 


standing in the way. Layne took ahold of it as Jerry hovered back over Layne, kissing him once more. 


For both men, the kisses were too addictive. As they kissed, Jerry grabbed Layne's boxers, putting his fingers 
underneath the elastic band before slowly pulling them down, 


Layne decided to do the same, pulling off Jerry's boxers with blushing cheeks. He grinned, enjoying what he was 
seeing. When Jerry seen his grin, he couldn't help but to chuckle. 


"You're blushing." Jerry teased. Layne played it off as if he wasn't. 
Layne put himself into a certain position, on his hands and knees. Jerry got behind him, standing with his knees 


sank into the mattress. Jerry spit into his hand, seeing that he had no other source to lubrication, and rubbed 


the saliva over his member. 


Jerry slowly pushed a little of his member past Layne's entrance before he took ahold of Layne's small hips. 
He started off slow and gentle, being careful not to hurt the beautiful man beneath him. Jerry only started 
off with half, until Layne pushed himself back against Jerry; a moan escaping his mouth as he took every inch. 


Jerry bit his bottom lip, thrusting his hips back and forth in a slow, yet hard motion. He shut his eyes, 


engulfed in the feelings of bliss and pleasure. His ears were filled with Layne's beautiful, pleasurable moans. 
"Faster... faster." Layne breathed. Jerry granted him his wish, picking up his speed. 

Jerry wrapped his fingers around Layne's dick, jerking him off in same rhythm as his thrust. It was the most 
hottest moments of Jerry's entire life; Layne's noises, his pleading and begging, the tightness surrounding 
Jerry's dick. It was all becoming almost too much, and Jerry knew he wouldn't be able to last much longer 


before he would reach his climax. 


Layne laid his hand over Jerry's, instructing him to go faster. Jerry whined, holding his release back with all 
might. 


‘lm not going to last much longer." Jerry whispered breathlessly. 
"Me either," Layne breathed, "I'm right on the edge, j-just a little harder... please.” 


Jerry done just as Layne had asked, slamming his hips into Layne from behind. Jerry felt something warm and 


gooey run over his fingers, and it only took him a second to realize Layne had came. 

Jerry let go of Layne's member, resting his hand back on Layne's hip. It didn't take Jerry long before he had 
reached his climax himself. Before he finished, he quickly pulled out, instantly coming on the satin sheets 
beneath him and Layne. 


The two fell on the bed in exhaustion, Jerry falling on the right side of Layne. The took the time to catch their 
breath back, and to cool off a little. 


"When will | see you again, Layne?" Jerry suddenly asked. Layne turned to his side, now cuddled up into Jerry's 
side. His fingers glided over Jerry's chest. 


"The question is, when will | see you again?" Layne asked back. 

"Well, I'm not really sure. Do you ever leave Seattle? Maybe you could come to another show." 
Layne shook his head. "I'm not really a traveling guy, but, | will make you a deal." 

"What's that?" Jerry asked. 


"Next time | catch you back here, I'll come to the show. You'll just have to find me." Layne said softly. 


"lIl come this way again someday." Jerry stated. Layne placed a small kiss on Jerry's cheek. 


“Alright. I'll see you then, but for now, we have to part ways. | need to go, and let you get some rest." Layne 
said. He raised himself from the bed and picked his clothes up from the floor. 


"Can | at least have your number?" Jerry asked. 

Layne looked at Jerry a moment. With a grin on his face, he placed another kiss on Jerry's cheek Jerry began 
to wonder why Layne didn't say anything, and the room stayed silent as Layne got dressed. Once he was 
finished, he finally spoke. 


"| don't have a phone, sorry, but | promise, I'll wait for you, and l'Il be at your show, somewhere in the crowd." 


Jerry only nodded. His eyes were feeling heavy, as sleep was trying to take over him. Layne noticed this, and 


knew it was time to leave. 
"Goodbye, Jerry. I'll see you when you come back this way" Layne whispered. He placed a kiss on Jerry's head. 
"Goodnight, Layne." Jerry whispered softly. 


Layne headed toward the door. Jerry watched as he opened it, stepped out, and closed it behind him without 


taking a look at Jerry. Once he was gore, Jerry finally gave in, and fell asleep. 


